Run Silent, Run Deep 


Author: Mad Andy 
Bands: Iron Maiden 
Characters: Eddie T. Head 
Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Tue Oct 18 2005 03:26:28 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 
For everyone who's ever felt lonely. 


Run Silent, Run Deep 


She wakes from a dream, and knows that she is not alone. The thought brings no fear. 
It should. 


There is a thick smell in the room, a hint of mustiness; heavy drag of archaic spices over the tongue, like an 
old apothecary's shop. There is a rustle in the darkness, a dry sound that might be a voice. A rasp is a 
whisper, words indistinct in the gloom. She turns and pushes the covers back, flash of heat across her body 
making the cotton drag over her skin, clinging sticky with sweat. 


The bed dips, and in the gleam of streetlight coming through the sagging gape of the curtains she sees him 
for the first time; it should terrify her, that glance, but she still isn't afraid. She's been thinking about him, 
drawing amauterish little pictures, lines of scrawl across notebooks. They haven't been very good. But she 


knows what they are, who they represent and that's all that matters, really. 
And you know what they say. Talk of the devil.. 


He's huge. She knew he was big, but really; he doesn't fit on the bed. His feet are going to hang off the end. 
Doesn't seem to bother him, though. 


Why a yellow t shirt? Often a yellow one, and so it is tonight. The leather belt with studs that flick back points 
of yellow sodium light, flashes of the blue glow of his eyes winking in and out of existence, gleaming wicked 
around those slim hips. The denim of his jeans snags rough on the bedclothes, hiss of the cloth counterpointing 
the rough rumble from his throat, a quiet little sound under the muted growl-zip of cars from the wet 


street outside. Nearer, and more real. 


He's breathing. She'd never thought what that might sound like, but it's a deep, harsh sound, and now that 
smell is closer still. The taint of must and rot lies beneath the spiciness, and there's something acrid, too; not 
quite the cordite of a battlefield, but more bitter than the bite of gunpowder from a firework. Its a dangerous 
tang, though, and it makes her heart beat just that little bit faster. 


He cocks his head, banking those blue flames, and lets that mane of white hair cascade down over one 
shoulder. There's an invitation in those eyes that are not really eyes at all, and she takes it; arches her back, 
pushing her breasts up into that glowing gaze, the nipples hardening into points as the cool air rubs across 
them. It feels strange; the way he looks at her acts like a caress, touching her skin with ghostly fingers. Who 


could have ever thought a dream could be so real? 


Seven feet of dream begins to undress, pulling the shirt off, unbuckling the jeans. The grubby, off white 
trainers thump down under the bed; they rattle as they knock something over, the clink of a discarded mug a 
blink of actuality in this dreamstate that almost shocks her. He rumbles again, and eyes that had begun to 
blink aware drift half closed again, lulled back to unreality. The scent curls around her once more, and she 


turns her head to follow it; it's stronger now. 


The quilt twitches away, swept back in the grip of a ridiculously long fingered hand, and for a moment she 


feels vulnerable. Too vulnerable; she brings her knees up, closes her eyes with a shiver. Too real. 


A cool waft of air across her shoulder, heavy with the scent of spices and musk; he's right over her, taking in 
the smell of her skin, not touching her but electrifying the space between them with his presence. He moves 
lower, sniffing her, breathing in her skin and washing her with his breath, tickling her with the sense of his 
being until she uncurls, stretching for his attention He rumbles appreciatively. 


Those long fingers begin to stroke, winding a path from her ankle up her calf, caressing behind her knee, 
smoothing up her thigh. He closes his palm over her hip, rolls his hand in a circle; the skin is slightly rougher 


than she's felt before, and cool, dry where she would expect the moisture of sweat to be creating a damp 

suction between the surfaces. She shudders, and the palm moves to her belly while he moves his face into 

her neck, sniffing at her throat before snaking his tongue across the dip between her collarbones. Moist and 
cool, it teases across the skin of her neck, tracing the pulse and the line of muscle to her jaw then backing 

off, repeating the action up the other side until that rough skinned hand reaches her breast. 


She arches with a cry, pushing herself into that wickedly skilled grip. He rolls her nipple between his fingers, 
scraping the soft, yielding skin of her breasts with his nails then massages the soft globe firmly, pushing her 
back down and closing his mouth over her own. She never expected to be kissed. He never struck her as the 


sort. 


But kiss he does, and he does it very well. Gently at first, a brush of his mouth across her lips; then he 
presses more firmly, swipes that long, cool tongue along her bottom lip, teases and tickles when she opens her 
mouth for him, lets her taste him. More of that heavy spiciness, but underneath it a bitterness of smoke and 


gunpowder that makes her mouth water. 


He presses his body to hers, letting her feel the difference between their skins; hers warm, pliant and damp 
with sweat, his cool and ridged, dry against her. She rubs herself on him like a cat, lifting one thigh over his 
and gripping him, pulling them close to maximise their contact. There is something deliciously wrong about this, 


the way he feels; to be fucking the alien, almost. Except he's not from outer space, as well she knows. 


She's wet for him, so ready, and he knows it; he shifts his hips and she can feel the head of his cock nudging 
at her entrance. She tries to push down, to catch him within her; he holds her tighter, rumbling in amusement 
when she whimpers. He teases, sliding it along her wet slit, stroking across her clit and making her cry out. She 
moans and writhes in return, soothed by him gently - so gently - that she could almost forget what he is. He 
laps the sweat from the side of her face, up over her brow, dips in to kiss her again and now she can taste 
herself on his tongue, salt of sweat and tears and desperation He strokes her hair, moves his hips away and 


nudges her head down. 


She gets it. He wants her to taste him, to explore his body, appreciate the difference of his anatomy until she 
truly understands what she does here, now, Tonight. 


She traces the grooves of his body down, pauses to lap at a nipple, drawing the chill bud into her mouth and 
warming it with her breath, drawing it to a peak and moving on, smoothing her damp palms down his flanks, 
stroking him and feeling him shudder for the pleasure in it. She reaches his hips and pauses, regarding his cock 
in what little light there is in the bedroom. He turns over a little, resting on one elbow and watching her; she 


can almost feel him wondering what her reaction will be. Will she panic? Try to run? 


Her hand glides over his hip, stroking, and she looks a little more. Long and curved, the organ weeps for her 
attention, it's different, very different, but under her fingers it feels the same. That same silky softness 
covering a hard core, ridged and grooved, lined with twisted, gnarled veins. It feels cold, but perhaps that's 


because she expected heat; is it blood in his veins, she wonders, or something else? 


He sighs as she begins to stroke, varying her grip, bending her head closer to the tip. The fluid that gathers 
there looks thick, like honey; she can't tell if its the filtered streetlight, but it looks to be amber, not clear. 
And when she tastes it, the muskiness makes her groan, inhaling deeply as she flutters her tongue over it, 


taking every nuance of smell and taste and committing them to a secret, special place in her memory. 


His hair brushes the pillows when he drops his head back and growls, the vibration rattling the bed and making 
the windowpanes dance. Forgetting her own heat for the moment she takes him deeper; he's large - huge, even 
- but he doesn't seem to mind the way her teeth scrape his shaft. She pushes her head down, taking him 
further and thinking / could die like this and the thought holds no fear. He tangles a hand in her hair, doesn't 
push, but follows every movement she makes. She takes his balls, feeling the shape of them; different again, 
hairless, the sac they rest in gnarled and thick, the contents more alive than anything she's ever felt before. 


He must like it. The flow of that thick, spicy darkness has increased, and she takes a moment to suck on the 
very tip, flicking her tongue against the slit to gather as much as she can, twisting and squeezing the shaft to 
drive more into her mouth. A tug on her hair tells her enough, and she twists around to face him once more, 
pulled into a kiss more savage than any she's had so far. She pushes herself into it, grinding her breasts 
against his chest, rubbing her wetness against his balls, begging with her body while her mouth battles with 
his. 


Lifting her leg over his hip he sinks the tip into her, rocking carefully, opening her for the rest of him. She 
drops her head back and moans; he's holding her, arms wrapped around her back, supporting her weight, 
bending forward to nip at her throat. His whole body acts as a stimulant; the roughness of his chest brushes 
her nipples, his nails scratch at her shoulderblades and down her back, his shock of stiff, white hair brushing 
her face, surrounding her in a world that consists of him, his touch, his smell, the very fact of his existence 


and the steady push of his cock inside her. 


Changing angle and he can reach deeper, each slow thrust nudging her cervix, making her whimper. She's never 
been stretched like this, taken so carefully, everything he does touches her in some way that makes her 
desire spark, brings more pleasure than she would have thought possible but still leaves her wanting more. She 
cries out, demands, squeezes him with her thighs but he's stronger than her, and more patient; he sweeps his 
hips, keeps the steady pace, and she begins to tremble on him. He growls again, takes her mouth, and pumps a 
little faster; she grabs him, digs her nails in, squeals into his mouth as she comes, flooding him with her heat, 
her slick muscles dragging over that gnarled, pumping cock. He grunts, moves his head to bury his face in her 
neck, thrusts faster still; she hasn't come down from the first high but his deep, tearing groan into her skin 
and the feeling of his cock thickening and jumping rips her into another high. She can feel his come inside her, 
cold splashes against her heat and that makes her back arch, crying out for the feel of it. 


They roll together, her shaking and panting, he breathing steady but deep, nuzzling her neck, taking in the scent 
of well fucked woman. She curls into his side, pressing her face to his chest; there is a vibration there that 
might be a heartbeat, but she can't be sure. She's still twitching with aftershocks, slick with hot sweat, 
pressing her body to his and whimpering. 


He holds her, soothes her back with his rough palms, waits. He can be patient, when the occasion demands it. 


In the end she gets herself back into some kind of order, and relaxes against him with a sigh. & that it? she 
catches herself thinking, and blushes in the darkness. He must have caught the thought, for he chuckles. It 


doesn't appear to worry him. 


Something cool nudges her shoulder, and she's surprised to see the bottle of water she keeps beside the bed; 
she's thirstier than she thought, and she smiles her gratitude to him. He carefully replaces the bottle when 


she's done, and leans in to kiss her again 


His hands are on the move, and when he rolls onto his back, kneading the muscles of her ass she gets an 
inkling of what's going to happen. What does surprise her is when he lifts her - without effort, and she feels a 
flutter of fear as she begins to realise just how strong he must be - and settles her pussy over his mouth. 
The first touch of his tongue has her arching, letting out a long breath of something approaching joy at his 
skill 


And skill it is. She's wriggling and moaning before she remembers that she's neglecting her side of the bargain. 
Taking a deep breath she relaxes, letting the sensations roll through her of that long, impossibly nimble tongue 
stroking along her pussy, lapping up their commingled flavours with every indication of enjoyment. Tilting her 
head, she isn't surprised to see his cock still hard, waving slightly with the movements of his body. 
Remembering the taste she leans down, and suckles the head gently. Her flavour wraps around his, spice and 
salt, musk and desire and she sucks harder, adding her hand and twisting her wrist as she wanks him. Her hand 
slides smooth on their fluids, and she tightens her grip. 


His groan vibrates through her body, making her gasp around the mouthful. This time, she thinks, and sinks 
deeper. He pauses his licking, waiting to see what she's going to do. What she does is something she's always 
wanted to do, but never found the courage; she remembers what she's read, relaxes her throat and stretches 


her tongue flat and it's in and going deeper. 


He stabs his tongue into her, making her swallow around him. She forgets her reflexes and fucks him with her 
mouth; he's holding her up so both of her hands are free and she takes advantage of it. One hand cups his 
balls, rubbing her fingers across them, delighted by their quivering response; they nuzzle back, and he groans 
deeply once more when she squeezes them. The other hand works his shaft, counterpointing the movements of 
her mouth, the vibrations of her throat. She digs her fingernails into the shaft and he jumps, grunting. Seems 
to like it, because he stretches out his tongue and tabs that spot inside dead on, tickling it with the tip while 
that broad, rough plate rubs against her clit. 


She squeals again, wriggling on him, pulling off his shaft and throwing her head back as she feels another 
orgasm beginning to rip through her. He sucks her clit, delves his tongue into her, draws as much from her as 
he can. She plunges her head back down and sucks him, speeding up her hand until the details under her 
fingers blur together into a slick, bumpy surface that she grips hard and pumps harder. 


He's still sucking her when his hips buck up, filling her mouth with shot after shot of thick fluid; she swallows 


what she can, lets the taste fill her mouth and overwhelm her senses, drive her to another shuddering climax. 


She collapses onto him, panting, and rubs her face around the base of his cock, giving little kitten licks that 
have him rumbling. He's still hard. She feels him pat her backside and crawls off him, letting him pull her into 
his side. Her face is wet with a mixture of sweat and semen, and that cool tongue laps her dry, making her 


giggle for the feel of it. 


They rest for a while, she reaching her hand down to drag her fingertips through the wetness that slicks his 
cock, drawing lazy patterns in the thick liquid. He sighs, ending on something of a growl as she pinches the head 
lightly. Preoccupied with playing with his cock it takes her a moment to realise where his hands are; one 
strokes her hair, and the other has slid down to her ass, dabbling in the wetness that has run from her 
pussy, that still leaks from her even now. Well, she thinks, relaxing into the contact, / guess that completes the 


trio... 


Strong hands manipulate her, turn her over so she's pulled into him, curved against his body. One hand moves 
to cup her breast, rolling the fullness across his palm, smoothing his thumb across the nipple while the other 
continues its steady exploration of her backside, well lubed by their merged, spilled fluids. She sighs, and pushes 
back into him; something she'd always been afraid of now seems to be the most natural thing in the world. He 
must be reading her mind, because that low, rumbling laugh shivers across the back of her neck, followed by 


a careful nip. 


It doesn't hurt when one finger slips inside, nor two; she yelps when the third goes in, and he kisses the sting 
away. She should relax, and it doesn't take long before she does; it's the way he's licking and nibbling at her 
shoulders, driving a wonderful shudder through her when those fingers pinch a nipple, keeping her attention 
away from her ass. She's beginning to ache for him, that low, dull heaviness in her pussy when he withdraws 


his fingers and replaces them with the head of his cock 


Her back arches and she cries out. This hurts, and he isn't stopping; he holds her tight to his chest and bites 
at her neck while those hips steadily piston forward, forcing his huge cock into her tight, virgin hole. Then he's 


balls deep, and she quivers, tears running down her face; he licks them away and chuckles. 
She tries to remember what he is, and forgive him for it. 


Pain begins to fade when his hand finds her pussy, one fingertip rolling the bud of her clit while the others dip 
into her, smoothing across the swollen, wet flesh and converting the burning invasion to delicious fullness. He 

waits until she's wriggling on him, panting and pushing back, and then he begins to move. Just a slow rocking at 
first, spreading the thick, organic lubrication along his shaft and then faster, further. He sinks his fingers into 
her, and she worders if he can feel himself, that fat, firm head of his cock rubbing up and down the silky, hot 


walls of her arse while he strokes the ridges deep inside her pussy with those wicked, gnarled fingers. 


She's forgotten the pain now, and he drives the breath out of her in a series of yelps as he stabs, balls 
slapping her, fingers lunging into her in counterpoint to his thrusts. His fingernails dig into her breast, drawing 


blood; she screams and he groans, fucking her harder. 


It doesn't take long. 


Howling, she convulses against him in the grip of the strongest orgasm yet, body totally out of control as she 
whips her head back and forth, flailing her limbs against the powerful confinement of his arms. He shrieks, 
stiffening against her; the mirror cracks, a canister of deoderant on the table explodes and the glass in the 
window splits with a report like a gunshot. The whole room shakes, and she's deaf and blind to her own wailing 
as the sound and force of his last explosion rolls over and through her, leaving them both drained. He pulls his 
cock from her in a rush of sticky wetness, and she notices - dully, her body so spent that its barely aware - 


that it's not hard any more. 

They lay still. The normal night noises begin to return, hesitant; the maelstrom of sound bursting from the 
room seems to have frightened them away, and they reappear with reluctance. But once they have come back 
she sighs, allows him to roll her over. He strokes his fingers across her face, then kisses her. Long and slow, it 
is, and she knows he's saying goodbye. 

He pulls back, gets off the bed, and she watches him dress. He looks down at her once he's finished, and leans 
down to caress her face one last time; she catches his hand, kisses his fingers and stares at him, widening her 
eyes with desperation He has to understand.. 

He does, and shakes his head. Time to go. 

"Wait! 

He pauses, not looking back over his shoulder as she scrambles out of bed, legs unsteady. She grips the edge 
of the bed, stands straighter. Her voice sounds weak and small to her own ears; goodness alone knows what it 
sounds like to him. She doesn't know what she expects; sympathy? Pity? Mercy? From him? 

She must be crazy. 

"Please." 

Now he looks back, and the blue of the eyes flares in a wink as he shakes his head. 


"Please" 


He turns away, puts his hands on his hips and she sees that white mane shake. He isn't going to listen He can't. 
Where he's going she can't follow. Unless.. 


He must hear that thought because he half turns to her, and wrinkles the skin of his forehead; she recognises 
the expression as a raised eyebrow, and smothers a giggle with both hands. 


"Yes. Yes! 


He snorts, shakes his head again and a grin spreads across his face. Its not a gentle smile by any stretch of 
the imagination, but the wickedness and ferocity in it make her heart leap. He holds out his hand, and she runs 
to take it. She has no idea what's going to happen after this, but she's willing to take a chance on him. 

They leave the room together. 

we 


"Did she leave a note?" 


The uniformed policeman handed a clear plastic evidence bag to the detective, who grunted as he scanned the 


scrawl. "Yeah, thought so. Usual stuff. You find anything?" 
"| think forensics have found something, sir." 


He looked round the door, dismissing the uniform with a flip of his hand and called to the technician taking 
photographs from every angle. "Oi. Any evidence of foul play so far?" 


"Nothing yet, sir.” 

"Sex?" 

"Some time in the last twenty four hours from the look of the sheets." 

"You surprise me. Right double bagger, that one." 

He snorted at the tech's look of disgust, turning to eye the policewoman leading a red eyed, trembling woman 
to him. She clutched a torn paper handkerchief, and chewed on her lip. Typical weepy bloody woman - very 
unlikely to contribute anything to the investigation, in his not-so-very-humble opinion. 

"Have you found anything, officer? Anything at all?" 

He scanned the note. Weeping house mothers and bloody hysterical students, all he needed on a Saturday 
morning; he should be at home, in bed, nursing his hangover. Not out here. Wasting his fucking time when a 
blind rat could see what had happened. 


"A note. Nothing exotic; can't take it any more, blah blah, everybody hates me, blah. Usual sort of stuff" 


The woman had stopped crying and now looked outraged, as did the policewoman. Bah. That one should toughen 
up; shit like this happened all the time. 


"| don't think--" 


"Did she have a boyfriend?" 
The woman blinked. He loved shoving them off track like that: 
Ws 

"Only she talks about meeting some cove called Eddie. 

"No, | don't think——" 

"Course, the funny thing is." 

ree 

"She says she'll see him in Hell" 


The woman dissolved into another storm of weeping, and the uniform glared at him with a tut of her tongue 
before shepherding the shaking, devastated woman away. The detective shrugged. Not his fucking problem. He 
turned back to the tech, absorbed in taking pictures of the still, cold form of the young woman on the bed, 
and pondered the scene; all the usual stuff, from what he could see. Note, pills, booze, wailing diary entries if 
he looked hard enough, he was sure. Nobody-loves-me-everybody-hates-me. The destruction was odd, mind 
you; cracked mirror, split window glass, knick-nacks and books tumbled from their shelves. Various tins - 
deoderant and lighter fluid, mainly - had split open, as if by some tremendous force. But other than that, just 


another teenage suicide. 


He yawned, and stretched. Must have been smoking something; the room reeked of spices and gunpowder, the 
stench seeming to cling to everything that came out of the room - including him. Damned if he could identify 
the drug, but he'd remember the smell. 


He sniffed at himself, and pulled a face. Wrap it up boy, there's a cup of coffee with your name on it back at 
the station. 


"Report on my desk when you're done, OK?" 


The tech nodded absently, standing back with a sigh as the detective - nasty bastard, that one - vanished 
down the corridor, making way for the undertakers to bring their little trolley in. They looked at him, asking 


without words - you done here? 


He nodded, and sighed again as they shuffled the body into the bag and drew the zip shut. Damn, but he hated 
suicides. Mind you, this one was just that little bit different; he'd seen them in all states, and after offing 


themselves in all manners but really, this was very odd. 


He'd never seen one with a smile before.. 


